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The Boy Who Jumped 
Almost Far Enough 


“Watch me, Bill,” shouted Don. 
“I’m going to jump across this hole.” 

“No, no, don’t be so silly,” shrieked Bill, 
running over. “You know you can’t jump 
that far. And that hole is fifty feet deep. 
You'll kill yourself.” 

“Ha, ha,” laughed Don. “What are you 
so worried about? It’s only ten feet across, 
and I can jump nine feet easy. I'll only 
miss it by a foot, and what difference does 
that make?” 

“Plenty,” said Bill wisely. 

“Silly boy,” sneered Don. By this time 
Bill had caught hold of him and was try- 
ing to pull him back from the edge. But 
Don struggled free, raced for the brink, 
and leaped. 

It was a good jump. Bill said later he 
guessed Don actually leaped more than 
nine feet. But, unfortunately, it was less 





















than ten; and the hole was ten feet wide. 

It was the last thing Don ever did. 

Don almost made it; but almost isn’t 
good enough when you're jumping across 
a deep hole. 

I made up that story, fortunately. But 
you get the point, don’t you? I didn’t make 
up the next one. You’ve probably had the 
same experience yourself. 

Clinton gripped the bat a little tighter 
and prepared to swing. Already, in his 
imagination, he could hear the delicious 
clicking sound as bat hit ball, and the en 
vious comments of the boys as he ran 
around all four bases while the ball sailed 
beyond the field. 

The pitcher threw straight and level, 
at just the height Clinton liked. He swung 
with all his might. But there was no de- 
licious clicking sound, no running around 
the bases while all the boys admired him. 
Dalton, his best friend, said later it was 
a great swing, and must have come within 
a hairbreadth of connecting with the ball. 
But the umpire said, “Strike three. You're 
out!” 

Almost isn’t good enough when you’re 
trying to make a home run. 

“Goody,” chortled Jim and Janet. “It’s al- 
most time for Wild West Will and his 
gun-toting cowboys, and then comes Catch- 
net.” They ran to switch on the TV set. 
But Mother interfered. 

“No,” she said. “I wish you wouldn't 
look at these any more.” 

“But why not?” growled Jim and Janet. 
“There are a lot of good things in those 
programs. Sure, there are a few bad things, 
but what are a few bad things when there 
is so much good?” 

How about it, you who are reading this? 
Almost good enough isn’t good enough 
when you jump a deep hole or try to 
make a home run. Then why do some of 
us think that being almost good is good 
enough to go to heaven? It isn’t. Here’s 


said, “Be ye therefore perfect, even as you 
Father which is in heaven is perfect.” And 
here’s another: “Be ye holy.” Leviticus 20: 
7. Ask Jesus to help you be completely 
good. 


a text to prove it: Matthew 5:48. vou 


Your friend, 


Ah iii Worrell 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 











Drowned, Electrocuted, but Alive 


By RICHARD H. UTT ‘PAID 


RLANDO is dead! Orlando is dead! Did 

you know that Orlando is dead?” breath- 

lessly blurted the little boy who had just 
arrived on the run. 

Orlando’s father, a Seventh-day Adventist 
Minister, would not believe it. “What do 
you mean, Orlando’s dead? Why, Orlando's 
over at the house painting. I saw him there 
just a few minutes ago.” 

“Orlando's dead,” repeated the little raga- 
muffin. “He drowned in the lagoon, and they 
fished him out and took him to the hospital.” 

Could this lad be telling the truth? the 
pastor questioned. He must find out. Start- 









ing at a fast walk toward the hospital a half- 
dozen blocks away, he was soon met by an- 
other bringer of bad news. “Did you know 
that Orlando is dead?” asked the second 
youngster. “Drowned in the lagoon.” 

“It must be so,” thought the sorrowing 
minister, now thoroughly alarmed. “If not, 
why is everyone telling me so? But God 


To page 19 


Orlando dived. There was a blinding flash. He had 
not seen the electric wire above the water. The 
photograph shows Orlando after God saved his life. 
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“Hurry,” gasped the man, “it’s my heart!” 


The Pretty Little Samaritan 


: 4 
PAID’ |, FRANCES TAYLOR 


— pushed the red sunbonnet off 
her forehead and called, “Don’t forget 
the green silk thread. If you do, you won't 
have your new dress for Sabbath.” 

Bessie put one foot into the stirrup and 
deftly swung herself into the sidesaddle. 
“Don’t worry, Ma. Imagine me forgetting. 
Bye,” and away she cantered down the lane 
to the highway. Water spattered under the 
light feet of Beauty as she galloped along 
the country road to the village. 

It had rained the night before, but the 
sun was so hot the highway was muddy only 
in spots. Birds sat in the treetops and sang 
their sweetest. Wild flowers lined the road, 
while frogs croaked from the low, wet spots. 
As the pony clattered over the bridge the 
muddy water in the creek below gurgled 
musically. 

About two miles from her home Bessie 
stared at a strange sight in the distance down 
the road. She blinked her eyes. Were a lum- 
ber wagon and a team stuck in the mud? 
Surely it was not wet enough for that. A 
man sat on the ground in the shadow of the 
vehicle. What in the world could he be 
doing, she wondered. 

“Giddap, Beauty. Something must be 
wrong,” she said, gently touching her heel 
to the flank of the horse, “Hurry, can’t you 
gallop any faster? Maybe the man needs 
help.” 

As she drew near she could see the wagon 
was empty. The dapple-gray mares hitched 
to the farm wagon did not Jook tired ar all; 
neither was the road very muddy, She stared 
at the middle-aged man in blue denim shirt 
and overalls, sitting on the ground, his head 
dropped almost an his chest. Could he be 


dead? No, but maybe he was drunk, and she 
felt her spine prickle. “Maybe I better ride 
away as fast as I can,” she thought. 

“I am no coward. I shall see this through 
even if I do get into trouble,” she told her- 
self. “He may need help. Besides, he has 
my curiosity aroused.” Taking her courage 
in her hand, she rode Beauty up close to 
the man and called, “Good morning, sir.” 

Slowly he lifted his head. His face was 
so white it frightened her. She was convinced 
he was not drunk. Scarcely above a whisper 
he said, “Water.” 

Quickly Bessie slid out of her saddle, drop- 
ping the reins. Bending over him, she said, 
“You are sick. Shall I go for a doctor?” 

Panting for breath he managed to repeat 
the one word, “Water.” She sniffed the air, 
but there was no odor of liquor on his breath. 
“Hurry,” he begged. 

“Yes, sir. But are you safe to be left 
alone? Hadn't you better lie down on the 
grass, sir?” 

“N-o. It-is-my-heart. H-u-r-r-y.” 

She jumped onto Beauty and galloped 
madly back home, the nearest place to get 
water. Her mother heard the clatter of horse’s 
hoofs and ran to meet her in the lane. “Bes- 
sie, what is the matter?” 

“Ma, quick. Get me a jug of cold water. 
A man is very sick down the road. Ma, his 
face looks like chalk. He can hardly speak. 


I'll gee the camphor bottle while you i@ 
1 


the water for the jug. Hurry, I’m afra 
he will die before I get back!” 

With the camphor bottle in her saddle 
pocket and the jug of water in her right 
hand, Bessie galloped along the road as fast 
as she dared. As she neared the place she 
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had left him she strained her eyes to see if 
he were still able to sit up. Yes, it looked 
as if he had not moved since she left. 

She jumped out of the saddle and hurried 
to him. “Here, sir, is some nice cold water.” 
She lifted the jug to his blue lips. 

“It’s so good.” 

“Please smell this camphor,” she said, hold- 
ing the bottle to his nose. 

“Thank you.” 

“Shall I bathe your head with cold water, 
sir?” 

“Please.” 

Gradually the color returned to his thin 
face. She kept wondering who he was and 
how he would ever get back into the wagon. 
Suppose she had not found him? What 
would have happened to him? for this road 
was not traveled too much. She trembled 
at the thought. 

“You are so kind,” he finally said weakly. 
“I prayed the dear Lord would send some- 
one to help me. It is so hot.” 

“Are you a stranger, sir?” 


Betty bent down beside the sick man and lifted the 
water jug to his lips. “You are so kind,” he said. 
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“Well, you might call it that, but I live just 
in the next county. Often I come over to 
your town to buy groceries. You see, it is 
all because of this balky mare. Minnie gets 
stubborn spells, and my wife wants me to 
sell her, for 1 get heart attacks. But I raised 
Minnie from a colt and don’t want to part 
with her.” 

“I thought horses balked only when they 
had a load and became tired.” 

“Not Minnie. She balks whenever she 
takes the notion.” 

“Then how will you ever get her back 
home?” 

“I can see she is tired of standing there 
in the hot sun and will be more than glad 
to move on.” 

“If you think it is necessary, sir, I will be 
glad to lead her a ways for you.” 

“Thank you, my dear. What is your name 
and where do you live?” 

She told him. 

“Bessie, if you will give me another drink 
of that nice cold water, I believe I will be 
strong enough to climb back into the wagon. 
Should Minnie not start off immediately, you 
might encourage her by riding ahead. I never 
can tell what silly notions that mare may get 
into her head.” 


To page 19 
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Brothers of the Scarred Hands ) 


pAID By JOHN H. HANCOCK ® 





CHAPTER THREE: DECISION 








HORTLY after Billy's adoption by Nato- 
5 wah, the Indian tribe moved away from 
Mesquite Wells and headed eastward up into 
the lowlands of the Sierras. Here near the 
entrance to a wide canyon they pitched their 
new camp. 

In this beautiful environment Billy and 
Ketowa, the brothers of the scarred hands, 
grew up. Billy became a strong, husky lad, 
his skin tanned with the warm sun. It was 
indeed a wonderful life for the two boys. 
Adventure was on every side. 

If they wished, they could explore the 
great lava beds that stretched out on the 
left of their camp, or they could climb into 
the snow-capped regions of the mighty giant, 
Mount Whitney, which reared its silvery 
head into the fleecy clouds. 

Every day there were new skills to learn. 
As the years passed, both Billy and Ketowa 
became adept in the Indian arts. They could 
hunt, trap, and fish, and gained much knowl- 
edge in wilderness wisdom. 

No one would ever have guessed that 
Billy was not a full-fledged Indian had it not 
been for his blue eyes and brown hair. These 
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were not Indian characteristics, and they 
betrayed his real ancestry. He was, however, 
accepted by the entire tribe, and was looked 
upon as one of the most promising of the 
young braves. 

Billy’s mother had asked Natowah to tell 
him of his heritage, and though Billy knew 
little about white men, whenever one of 
the pioneers would be seen, a strange con- 
flict arose in his heart. He knew only Indian 
life. Indians were his people; yet there was 
a strange restlessness that began to surge 
over his being. 

When he was eighteen years of age this 
conflict in his thinking was brought to a 
climax. For days Billy had heard rumblings 
in his camp about “white man’s injustice.” 
He noticed that warriors from neighboring 
tribes had entered the camp and were con- 
ferring with the chief. He recognized one 
of these warriors to be a member of the 
powerful Nevada tribe. 

“What does this all mean?” he asked 
Ketowa. 

“I think it means war!” his “blood brother” 
replied. 
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The chief turned toward Billy and said, “Will you 
fight?” The warriors stared, waiting for his answer. 


“Who are we going to fight?” Billy in- 
quired. 

“The pale-face settlers. The tribes are 
angry with them. Do you not hear?” 

Ketowa looked at Billy intently, saw the 
emotions upon his face, and was not sur- 
prised when he questioned, “Ketowa, will 
we be expected to fight?” 


& “I believe we shall. We are both eight- 
en, my brother.” 


These words from Ketowa left Billy mo- 
mentarily stunned. Then slowly he spoke 
again, “These are my mother’s people. I am 
an Indian—and yet these are my people too. 
Oh, my brother, what shall I do?” 

The answer to that question did not 
come, for the drums for the council of war 
began to beat, and all warriors were sum- 
moned to the council tree. With a heavy 
heart Billy followed Ketowa to the spot 
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where the warriors, young and old, were 
assembling. He and Ketowa sat down on the 
outer edge of the ring of braves, and lis- 
tened while their chief spoke. 

Recounting all the wrongs of the white 
man and their grievances against him, the 
Indian chief called upon his men to make 
war. According to Indian council tradition, 
each brave was to express himself as being 
willing to fight and drive out the hated 
enemy. 

One by one the warriors rose to their feet 
and expressed themselves as being ready to 
fight. The white man must be annihilated 
and driven from their hunting grounds! But 
Billy and Ketowa remained silent. 

Realizing that they had not expressed 
themselves, the chief suddenly turned toward 
Billy and said, “You are now a warrior. You 
have reached manhood. Speak up! You have 
been raised by an Indian mother. You have 
been protected and cared for by an Indian 
tribe. You, Billy, are an Indian in all but 
color. Will you fight?” To page 20 
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Fun—and frights—with snakes. 


A COILED KISS 


PAID, EDWIN E. STEELE, JR. 


EVERLY talked too soon that time! We 
were up in the hills looking for birds. 

She was saying, “Some of the girls in my 
grade are afraid to come back up in here. 
I’m glad you taught me to know that there 
is nothing to be afraid . .. Daddy!” 

With her scream of “Daddy” I felt some- 
thing hit me in the stomach with terrific 
force. It was Beverly. The gully was so nar- 
row that she couldn’t get around me, and 
I was so big that even in her fright she was 
unable to knock me down. 

“Look,” she chattered, pointing to a rattle- 
snake beside the trail ahead of us. 

“Well,” I said, “I certainly didn’t expect 
to see a rattlesnake out at this time of the 
year even though it is warm. But where were 
you going?” I remonstrated. 

“Let’s go back the other way,” she wailed. 

“No, Beverly,” I corrected. “You mustn't 
run from anything. That way you show your 
fright. Remember, he’s probably afraid of 
you too.” 

With that lesson on fearlessness, I had 
to show her how to be brave! I began look- 
ing around for a club to attack the serpent, 
which to me looked as if it was about eight 
feet long. There were no clubs around, so 
I reached down to pick up a rock. The rat- 
tler watched me with his beady eyes, but 
didn’t move. I threw the rock. The snake 
rattled but stayed put. Beverly wailed, “Let's 
go back.” Another rock; another rattle; an- 
other cry. It took four rocks before that rep- 
tile decided that he wasn’t wanted, and 
slithered off through the sagebrush to the 
side of us. Beverly let me take the lead the 
rest of the way home. 

“Boy!” she ejaculated after we had reached 
the safety of a paved road, “I prefer looking 


at birds.” 
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“Boy!” exclaimed her brothers in unison 
when they had heard of our escapade, “I wish 
we could have been there. Let’s go back.” 

We couldn't go back just then, but the 
boys were with us next time we found a 
snake, and William got kissed by one, right 
on the lip. 

Since the spring was exceedingly warm, 
the snakes in our area were out much ear- 
lier than usual. And since snakes like to 
hunt birds too, we who were bird hunting 
often crossed their paths. 

One Sabbath afternoon we went to our 
favorite mountain retreat to look for birds. 
Here were many low bushes and trees in 
which our little friends built their homes. 
It turned out to be a very disappointing day, 
for trouble had preceded our coming. At one 
nest we found five little birds dead of starva- 
tion, the mother probably having fallen 
prey to some enemy. At another nest we 
found the babies scattered all over the 
ground. We were rewarded, however, in dis- 
covering three nests of Brewer's blackbirds 
and a nest of linnets. 

As we were admiring the last of these 
little straw homes, Beverly discovered a baby 
blackbird running across the ground. It was 
too large to belong in any of the nests we 
had seen, and as we watched it for several 
minutes we saw no parents. The baby wa 
too young to fly, and so Beverly had a new 
pet, which later turned out to be somewhat 
of a nuisance. 

While the rest of the family were admir- 
ing and cuddling the little orphan, I went 
for a brief walk alone, to a pond a short 
distance in the hills. As I reached the top 
of a hill on the way back, I noticed Beverly 
was calling. 

She had been watching for me, and as 





soon as I made my appearance, she began 
yelling. 

“Daddy, hurry up!” she cried. 

“I'm coming,” I replied, not hastening 
my steps. 

“Well, hurry up,” she called again. “I've 
got something here I want you to get me.” 

“That's a sensible statement,” I responded. 
“If you have it, why do you want me to get 
it for you?” 

In the background I could see her mother 
and grandmother, also laughing at her. The 
boys were nowhere to be seen. 

When I was close enough I saw that she 
had a gopher snake cornered by the trunk 
of a large tree. Every time he would start 
to move, she would jump in front of him 
to block his way. 

“Let’s take him home with us, Daddy,” 
she requested. “We can put him in our gar- 
den to keep down the gophers.” 

“It’s all right with me,” I responded. “Go 
ahead and pick him up.” 

“No! You pick him up,” she retaliated 
with sincere earnestness, betraying the fact 
that her previous experience with the rattler 
had left her slightly fearful. 

Reaching down, I picked up the reptile. 

About this time we heard William’s voice, 
apparently coming from nowhere. “What do 
you have?” he called. 


William was very proud of himself as he showed off 
the snake. He bent down to kiss it—and it bit him! 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 





“Did you find another blackbird?” Stan 
added. 

“Just a gopher snake,” Beverly answered. 

About this time we saw the two boys come 
out from among a big clump of bushes. “Can 
we have it?” they both asked at once. 

“Certainly you may have it,” I answered, 
reaching the snake out toward the boys. 

Stan, who is fleeter of foot, arrived first, 
but he hesitated, not sure that he wanted the 
thing, and in that moment William came 
up and took it out of my hands. Then ensued 
a series of “Let me carry it now” as first one 
boy and then the other wanted ict. 

Seeing that her precious reptile was ac- 
tually to be taken to the garden, Beverly 
was satisfied, and went back to the baby 
blackbird Mother had been holding for her. 

“Don't let that snake get my baby,” Bev- 
erly reiterated time and time again on the 
way home that evening. “You're getting him 
too close. Get him away.” 

But brothers seem to delight in teasing 
their sisters, and Stan and William are no 
exceptions to the rule. The more Beverly 
would press her demands to be careful of 
her little pet, the more the boys would try 
to antagonize her by seeing how close they 
could get the snake to it. We did, however, 
get to grandma’s house without mishap, and, 
of course, the children had to show their 
grandpa what they had found. As we stayed 
there a few minutes, a crowd of the neigh- 

To page 20 











How the FLAG Is Made 


O, MR. WASHINGTON. Excuse me, but 

I think I can show you that a five- 
pointed star really is easier to make than 
one with six points,’ and so saying, Betsy 
Ross folded a piece of cloth skillfully in her 
fingers, snipped it with the scissors, and 
held up a five-pointed star to the amazed 
gaze of the general and his distinguished 
companions. 

“Very well, then, five points it shall be,” 
agreed General Washington. “We'll send 
you the pattern for the flag in a few days.” 

In this way, so the story goes, the first 
star for the first American flag was made. 
Unfortunately, today no one is quite sure 
whether the story is true. But we do know 
that Betsy Ross later on made many early 
American flags in her upholstery shop in 
Philadelphia, and it is quite possible that 


1. Each star is sewn on individually, and there 
are ninety-six altogether, forty-eight on each side. 
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she really did make the first one ever used. 

But however the first flag was made, there 
is no doubt about how flags are made today. 
Because JMV’s salute the flag every morn- 
ing at school, and Pathfinders have flag cere- 
monies at their club meetings, and campers 
raise and lower the flag every day at camp, 
we thought you would like to see how the 
American flag is made. So we asked the 
Dettra company, largest makers of American 
flags, to show you, and they kindly made 
these pictures especially for GUIDE. Inciden- 
tally, their factory is right beside Valley 
Forge, where George Washington and his 
men spent that gruesome winter. 

Next time you have an American flag 
in your hands, look carefully along the back 
margin. Chances are you'll see a sign, “Det- 
tra’s Flag Products.” 





Bim 


2. Joining the red and white stripes, first in one 
long double strip, then in widths of six together. 


hase 


3. The parts having been sewn together, flags are 
carefully inspected and excess threads cut away. 





4. The brass rings, called grommets, for fastening 


5. Flags should not have any wrinkles in them. The 
the flag to the rope, are put on by this machine. 


man is steam pressing a rayon flag for parade use. 
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6. Being packed, the finished flags are ready to fly 
from the nation’s flagpoles, fit symbol of America. 
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GEORGIE, THE GARAGEMAN 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


PP Ouubor of “Uncle Arthur's Bedtime Stories,” “The 
Children’s Hour With Uncle Arthur,” etc. 


AMMA,” said Georgie one day, “do you 
know what I want to be when I grow 
up?” 

“No,” said Mamma, “I don’t. But I hope 
you will be a missionary or a doctor, or some- 
body like that.” 

“Naw,” said Georgie. “Nothing like that.” 

“Then what do you want to be?” 

“A garageman,” said Georgie. 

“A garageman!” said Mamma. “You mean 
a man who fills cars at gas stations?” 

“No,” said Georgie. “I mean a garageman 
who—er—well, who—er—takes cars apart 
and puts them together again.” 

“Oh, I see,” said Mamma. “You mean a 
mechanic.” 

“I suppose that’s the name,” said Georgie. 
“A garageman mechanic.” 

“But why do you want to be a garage- 
man mechanic?” asked Mamma. 

“Oh, I dunno,” said Georgie. “I just want 
to be one, that’s all. And could I have a 
set of garage tools for my birthday?” 

Mamma smiled. “Isn’t it a little early to 
be buying tools like that? What would you 
do with them?” 

“Oh,” said Georgie, “fix Daddy’s car. And 
Mr. Jones’s car. And maybe other people's 
cars. 

Mamma’s smile grew broader. “But maybe 
they wouldn’t want a little boy fixing their 
cars. 

“Oh, I wouldn’t fix their cars unless they 
really needed fixing,” said Georgie. “And 
can I have a set of tools for my birthday?” 

“We'll see,” said Mamma, as Mammas so 
often say. 
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But when Georgie’s birthday arrived, can 
you guess what he found beside his plate 
when he came downstairs for breakfast? 

Yes! A lovely little set of tools. There 
were three spanners, a small wrench, a ham- 
mer, a screwdriver, and several nuts and 
bolts and screws. 

When Georgie opened the packet and 
found all these wonderful things inside, he 
let out one great whoop, and dashed round 
and round the kitchen holding the three 
spanners in one hand and the wrench in the 
other. Then he hugged Mamma and Daddy 
and little sister, one after the other. 

“But now,” said Mamma, “these tools are 
for mending your wagon, and little sister's 
tricycle, and doing odd jobs around the 
house.” 

“And for fixing cars,” said Georgie hope- 
fully. 

“No, dear, not unless Daddy asks you to 
help him.” 

Georgie seemed a bit disappointed, but it 
was only for a moment. Then he went back 
to his box of tools and counted them over 
and over again. 

Then one day Georgie disappeared. 
Mamma and Daddy simply couldn’t find hj 
anywhere. They looked for him all over t 
house and all over the garden. They went 
to the house across the road, where Georgie 
sometimes played with a little boy about 
his own age. But Georgie was nowhere to 
be found. 

Daddy searched the nearby streets and 
asked all the people he met if they had 
seen Georgie anywhere, but it was no use. 











On his way back home, where he was 
going to phone the police, Daddy happened 
to notice a dark, black stream trickling down- 
hill from underneath a green sedan that was 
standing outside his friend Tom Jones's 
house. 

“Strange,” he said to himself. “That isn’t 
water, and I don’t think it’s gasoline. But 
surely it couldn't be oil. Not all that oil.” 

“Tom!” he called, seeing his friend work- 
ing in his garden. “I’m afraid there’s some- 
thing the matter with your car. There seems 
to be an oil leak somewhere.” 

“It can’t be,” said Tom. “I had the car 
serviced only this afternoon.” 

But he came running out just the same. 

“Well, I never did!” he exclaimed. “It is 
oil! Wherever can it be coming from?” 

“Sorry I can’t stay to help you,” said 
Daddy. “But I’m still looking all over for 
Georgie. In fact, I was just going indoors 
to call the police.” 

Just then there was a movement under 
the car. 

From underneath the mudguard an oily 
little head poked out. Teardrops were chas- 
ing oil drops down two little dirty cheeks, 
while more oil oozed from his jersey and 
trousers. 

“I found a nut that was loose,” said 


Daddy looked all over for Georgie, and saw oil leak- 
ing under a car. Then a head popped out—Georgie’s! 
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UNCLE ARTHUR'S STORY 





Georgie, “and I screwed it and screwed it 
and screwed it, but it didn’t screw. It just 
unscrewed and unscrewed and unscrewed. 
And then oil started to come all over me. 
And I tried to put the nut back, and it 
wouldn't go, ‘cos the oil kept comin’ and 
comin’ and comin’ and % 

“Georgie!” said Daddy sternly. “What did 
your Mamma tell you about using those tools 
on people’s cars? You had better come along 
with me.” 

“Oh, but I didn’t mean to do any harm,” 
wailed Georgie. 

“But you could have done a lot of harm,” 
said Daddy. “There’s no excuse for this.” 

“But,” said Mr. Jones, trying not to smile, 
“if that oil nut was really loose, as it must 
have been, he may have saved me a bad 
breakdown.” 

“Just the same,” said Daddy, “I think 
Mamma will want Georgie to put his garage 
tools away until he gets old enough to use 
them wisely.” 

And Daddy guessed right. 












PART ONE 


LET'S GO 


CAMPING 


PAID 3) DONALD PALMER 


Answering requirement 1: Write or give orally to the examiners a full statement on 
camping, giving consideration to the selection of a proper campsite, sanitation, precau- 
tions with water, and care of the camp outfit, including the cooking utensils. 


MV HONOR IN QOut in the woods and fields, 
near rippling waters, life is 
Tgl rich and interesting, and 

much more suited to a Path- 

campcrart  finder'’s spirit. At camp a 


Pathfinder wants to learn the 
skills of outdoor living. So for the next few 
weeks in GUIDE we shall tell you how it’s 
done—and show you all you need to know 
to earn the MV Honor in campcraft. 

A good campsite is well drained, and 
located where rainy weather will not wash 
out the camp. Deep woods and lowlands 
where very little sunlight penetrates are poor 
sites, and in addition, swampy places already 
have campers in the form of mosquitoes. 
Watch out for ravines; they may fill up with 
water after a storm. 

Be observant, don’t by any means pitch 
your tent under a tree that might blow down 
or a tree that has dead limbs. Also, remem- 
ber it is the single tree out in the open 
that may draw lightning, not the forest trees. 

You want plenty of sunlight in the cool 
of the morning and shade in the afternoon. 

The best soil for camping is gravel. It 
will hold tent pegs and poles and will read- 
ily absorb rain. 

Select a place that has an abundance of 
firewood handy. 

Long before camp is set up you will hear 
the cry, “I want a drink,” so you might just 
as well from the start look over the water 
situation. Besides having pure water, you 
want plenty of it, and have it close to camp. 
Who wants to stagger a long distance car- 
rying water and end up by having only a 
half bucketful and wet legs? 

Don’t assume that all clear water and wa- 
ter far from civilization is safe to drink. 
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Walk up a stream to investigate its source 
before using it. A spring bubbling out of 
the ground is by far the best water supply. 
If you are doubtful about water, boil it. 
Take no chances. If you prefer a chemical 
purifier, Halazone tablets may be used. Usu- 
ally, two tablets are put in each quart of 
water thirty minutes before use. 

It isn't hard to consider camp sanitation 
when you are cooking with one hand and 
batting flies with the other. There is noth- 
ing dirtier than flies. So if you want to keep 
from attracting flies to your camp, be sure 
to do the following: 

1. Burn or bury your garbage. Not one 
little scrap of food should be thrown about 
camp. 

2. Burn or thoroughly wash cans before 
burying. Animals dig up garbage and cans 
after burial. 

3. Dig hole for throwing dirty water into. 
Bits of food in dishwater draw flies. 

4. After each use of outdoor toilet, body 
waste should be covered with earth. Per- 
sonal cleanliness is important, such as wash- 
ing hands before cooking and after toilet- 
ing. 

Many campers return home looking as if 
they had been through a storm and were 
bringing home the odds and ends gathered 
up. Pots and pans are sooty and dirty, their 
bedrolls are twice the size they were when 
the trip started, and a large bunch of canvas 
called a tent, with leaves and twigs drop- 
ping out of it, completes the picture. 

Pathfinders, try to return from your next 
camping trip with your equipment neatly 
done up and looking as though you were 
just leaving for your trip. Don’t go camping 
with the theory that Mother can clean and 











reorganize all your equipment when you re- 
turn. Roll your tent in a small, tight bundle 
and tie it, being sure all pegs and poles are 
inside. Before rolling the tent, clean it of 
leaves, twigs, and dirt. Keep your hatchet 
and knife sharp. Many hatchets reach home 
looking like a saw blade rather than a 
hatchet blade. 

All group camping equipment should be 
cared tor as you would care for your own 
personal equipment. A junior supply leader 
should see that all equipment used is re- 
turned clean and in good order, whether it 
is knot-tying ropes or cooking equipment. 

Speaking of cooking equipment, did you 
ever face an oatmeal kettle, early in a cool 
morning, with oatmeal caked on the sides 
of the kettle and soot all around the out- 
side? Did a thought strike you suddenly, 
that perhaps you would leave the old mess to 
Mother when you get home? Not on your 
life, Pathfinder! If you are man enough to 
go camping, you are man enough to clean 
up your own mess. 

Every piece of equipment—lanterns, 
packs, ax, cooking outfit, mosquito nets, tents, 
et cetera, must be kept in good condition. If 
it isn’t, you will face a real problem when 
you want to go camping again. When you 
pull out all your camping equipment and 









H. M. LAMBERT 


HULU 


DID YOU? 


Did you ever watch the campfire 
When the wood has fallen low; 
And the ashes start to whiten 
Round the embers’ crimson glow; 
With the night sounds all around you, 
Making silence double sweet; 
And a full moon high above you 
That the spell may be complete? 
Tell me, were you ever nearer 
To the land of heart's desire 
Than when you sat there thinking 
With your feet before the fire? 


—Author Unknown 


TNNNNLAAUTUUL A 


find it in a mess, it will take considerable 
time to do what you should have done at 
the end of your past trip. 

So Pathfinders, grow in skill and knowl- 
edge of the out-of-doors. It will make you 
a finer. person in the years to come. 

Next week: “Roughing It.” 


Camping in the woods is fun. In this new series, GUIDE tells you how. 


Pie < 
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RON DESTROYS HIS IDOLS 


) pr? 


By INEZ 


_ shalt have no other gods before me. 
Thou shalt have no other gods before me.’ ” 
Ron stood on one foot and then on the 
other, repeating the commandment over and 
over. Finally he leaned against the side of 
the great willow away from the junior camp 
buildings and pushed his hands down into 
his pockets. He couldn’t count the marbles 
he usually had in them, for he had left them 
at home when he came to camp with a 
new friend who had moved to his town a 
short time before. So, he counted his fingers, 
but that did not help any. He counted the 
boats tied along the lake several times. That 
was no good either. 

“Thou shalt have no other gods before 
me. Thou shalt—’” This time he choked 
on the words. 


One by one Ron dropped his idols into the flames. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


BRASIER 


Here he was, a Pathfinder—anyway, © 
wanted to be one—and yet he still had five 
comic books under the blankets on his cot 
and another inside his shirt. Yes, actually! 
And none of the Pathfinders at camp, nor 
his new friend, ever brought them, and here 
he was, planning to read his when no one 
was looking. They were fun! But were they? 

He kicked a hole in the sand, and sud- 
denly stopped as he thought of what the 
camp pastor had said. 

“Anything we want to do or say or think 
more than we want to do or say or think 
as Jesus would is having other gods—idols, 
really.” 

And here he was, learning the Ten Com- 
mandments as one Pathfinder qualification! 
“Makes me feel like a sneak,” he muttered, 








“and anything that makes you feel that way 
is wrong, Dad always says, an’ I guess he’s 
right. “Thou shalt have no other gods before 
me. Thou ca 

He stopped as one of the counselors came 
down the path to the boat landing singing: 

"The dearest idol I have known, 
Whate'’er that idol be, 

Help me to tear it from Thy throne, 
And worship only Thee.” 

Ron slipped around the great willow so 
he counselor would not see him. He closed 
is eyes. “I will! I will!” 

He ran up the steep path to his cabin. 
There was no one there, for all of the other 
boys were in craft hall where he should 
have been. “I will tear it down!” he de- 

clared. He reached under the blankets on 





his cot, counting the comic books as he 
drew them out. He hurried around the cabins 
to the end of the kitchen, near which the 
trash burner blazed. 

One by one he dropped them on the fire. 
Slowly he reached inside his shirt. This one 
he liked the best. Why, he had read it for 
a year now. Was it a god, an idol? 

Suddenly he dropped it on the blaze. 
“*Thou shalt have no other gods before me.’ 
And I will not!” 

He almost shouted the words. Then he 
laughed, so that the sparrows scolded and 
flew over the kitchen. 

“Why, I'm happy! I'm really happy!” 

He burst into craft hall. “I'm ready to 
make that billfold for Dad now.” he told 
the instructor. “How do I begin?” 

















Music of the see? 
By GOLDIE CAVINESS// 


1. Name two men who are especially remembered 
as makers of musical instruments. (Gen. 4:21; 
1 Chron. 23:5.) 

2. With what instrument did Miriam lead her all- 
girl chorus? (Ex. 15:20.) 

3. What took the place of a church bell for the 
children of Israel? (Num. 10:2.) 

4. Of what wood were the harps made in Solomon’s 
time? (1 Kings 10:12.) 

5. What instruments were made of fir in David's 
time? (2 Sam. 6:5.) 


Beatitudes PAID 
By GRACE V. WATKINS’ 


Three clues are given to each beatitude. One clue 
appears in each column for each beatitude. Draw 
a line from each word in the first column through 
the word in the second column and on to the word 
, the third column which are part of the same 
beatitude. See how many beatitudes you can identify. 

See Matthew 5:2-12. 


1. merciful 1. falsely 1. filled 

2. meek 2. heart 2. God 

3. poor 3. mourn 3. mercy 

4. revile 4. obtain 4. kingdom 
5. pure 5. spirit 5. earth 

6. persecuted 6. children 6. reward 

7. hunger 7. righteousness 7. see God 
8. peacemakers 8. inherit 8. comforted 
9. they 9. thirst 9. heaven 


Four-Letter Bible Names 


By LOIS SNELLING / Pain 


Can you fill the blank spaces so as to spell the 
names of seven men in the Bible? The last letter of 
each name is the first letter of the name following 
it. 

Ve AvcoowB 1 Kings 16:30. 4. AncuS Amos 7:14. 
Bis ickcns LL Acts 7:58. 
iy See E Col. 4:14. 

i ee U Gen. 25:25. 


New Testament Books 


By OLLIE J. ROBERTSON AID 


Words can be found in the spelling of many of 
the New Testament books. Eight such words are 
below. Can you fill in the dashes with letters to 
spell eight New Testament books? 


lL... aOR. 

| re 

a: «9 ew.. 
| | ee 
By xn cs AM. 
eee, | ee 

(a |; rn 
& .... etationa 
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OVER A DOLLAR 


SHARE YOUR FAITH with your younz 
friends. Use our low cost introductory offer 
today. Be a soldier for Christ. Serve today. 


Act now. 


% JUNIOR GUIDE—Our new journal for junior youth. 13 BIG, 
colorful issues. Introductory subscriptions. ONLY $1.00. 


% YOUTH’S INSTRUCTOR-—The grand journal of Advent 
youth. 13 BIG issues, 3 special color numbers. Great and 


INTRODUCE THESE JOURNALS to your friends, neighbors, 


and loved ones at these special money-saving prices. Use 


good reading for Advent youth. Introductory subscriptions. 


ONLY $1.00. 


coupon below for convenience in ordering. ‘These sub- 
scriptions will all start with the first issue of September 
and run through September, October, and November. 


ACT NOW! 


NO RENEWALS 


Names and ad- 
dresses for ad- 
ditional — subscrip- 
tions may be listed 
on a separate sheet 
of paper and en- 
closed with _ this 


order. 


In countries — re- 
quiring extra post- 
age, add 10 cents 
for JUNTOR 
GUIDE, 15 cents 
for YOUTH’S 
INSTRUCTOR. 


NO EXTENSIONS 


<< Book and Bible House. 
Please accept my introductory subscriptions as follows: 
Amount enclosed (1 check; 1) money order; [J cash 
—1) Send JUNIOR GUIDE for three months for $1.00 
TO: 


ADDRESS 


(1) Send YOUTH’S INSTRUCTOR for three months for 
$1.00 


TO: 
ADDRESS 


ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 


REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION 
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Drowned, Electrocuted, but Alive 
From page 3 


knows best. May His holy will be done!” 

Arriving at the hospital steps, he was met 
by the mission president, who happened to 
be visiting in town. “Is it true what I hear?” 
asked Orlando's father, dreading to hear the 
answer. 

Fourteen-year-old Orlando had been work- 
ing around the house, doing a little painting. 
With his father, mother, brothers, and sis- 
ers, he lived in the tropical seaport of 
Punta Arenas. It was a hot, muggy day as 
usual, and Orlando was tired and sweaty. 
He was sure he could work better if he were 
to jump into the lagoon for a few minutes 
and cool off. The lagoon was only two blocks 
from his house, and in less time than it 
takes to throw down a paint brush, he had 
put on his swimming trunks and was striding 
rapidly down the sandy street toward the 
lagoon. 

The street led to a little pier with a motor 
launch or two tied to it. An artist might have 
stopped to admire the scene—blue-green 
lagoon, light-blue sky, deep-green swamp 
trees across the water, a couple of white boats 
with wiggling reflections under them. But 
Orlando was not an artist. He was a four- 
teen-year-old boy with his swimming trunks 
on, and the water was cool and wet. 

He dived. There was a sudden flash of 
white fire and an awful crackling noise! 
Orlando fell face down into the water and 
floated there motionless. He had failed to 
see a bare electric wire connecting one of 
the boats with the shore and had dived right 
into it. The electric current had flowed 
instantaneously through his body into the 
water. 

Someone on the shore saw what had hap- 
pened and flipped a switch to turn off the 
current. Another man jumped in and brought 
the motionless body to shore, where it was 
soon taken to the hospital. Minutes later 
Orlando's father arrived at the hospital. “Is 
it true what I hear?” he asked, expecting 
to hear the worst. 

“No, he’s not dead; his heart is still beat- 
ing,” replied the other minister. “The doc- 
tors are working over him, trying to revive 
him. They are giving him various injections.” 

Night fell, but the doctors continued to 
work over the still form, doing their best to 
fan the spark of life. Nearby an anguished 







father and mother devoutly prayed, as did 
other church members. 

After several hours Orlando began to 
move and talk and groan. Unconscious still, 
he writhed around and uttered nonsensical 
words. He had to be tied to his bed so he 
wouldn't fall off. This lasted two days. Then, 
of a sudden, he woke up, completely in his 
right mind, not feeling so bad considering 
what he had been through. There was a 
long raw burn wound right under the jaw- 
bone, reaching clear from the lobe of his 
left ear to his Adam’s apple. This is where 
the live wire had caught him when he dived. 
There was also a smaller burn between the 
thumb and forefinger of his right hand. 
A month later these burns were all healed, 
leaving only the scars. The doctors said his 
recovery was a miracle, and nothing less. 

“What do you think of the experience?” 
I asked Orlando the other day. 

“I think it pays to have a strong, healthy 
body,” he replied. “The doctors said I never 
would have pulled through if I hadn’t been 
especially strong.” 

“Would you say that God had some special 
reason for sparing your life?” I asked fur- 
ther. 

He gave me a knowing smile. “Certainly,” 
he said, “and I mean to do all I can for Jesus, 
who so wonderfully saved my life.” 





The Pretty Little Samaritan 
From page 5 


After the stranger had drunk his fill, Bes- 
sie hid the jug in the bushes, to be picked 
up on her return home. Then she helped the 
man into his wagon. She climbed into her 
saddle and rode Beauty out ahead of the 
team. 

However, this was unnecessary, for the 
minute the man took the reins in his hand 
and said, “Giddap, Minnie,” she pricked up 
her ears and walked right off as much as to 
say, “I have been waiting for you for a 
long, long time. Let's get going.” She had 
learned her lesson for this time, for she had 
picked too hot a spot for her trick. 

The man smiled and called, “Thank you, 
Bessie. You are surely my pretty little Samar- 
itan, for you saved my life. I shudder to 
think what might have happened had you 
not found me just in time, I was so hot 
and sick. Good-by, and God bless you.” 
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Brothers of the Scarred Hands 
From page 7 


The conflict in his heart rose higher and 
higher. Has any boy ever been placed in a 
more difficult position than Billy at that 
moment? Yes, he owed all to his Indian 
mother. The Indians had reared him. It was 
all he knew. Yet, how could he slay his real 
mother’s people? 

Seeing the struggle in Billy's mind, the 
chief spoke sternly to him, “Boy, you must 
think straight. Were it not for the Indians 
your very bones would be bleaching in Death 
Valley! Can you refuse to obey?” 

The anguish in his heart was revealed as 
he cried out, “O chief! O my father! My 
heart is with the Indian. I am all Indian! But 
I cannot fight against my mother’s people!” 

A wave of anger swept over the faces of 
the assembled braves. Billy was a traitor 
to his tribe! 

The lines in the chief's painted face grew 
tense. His eyes pierced through Ketowa as 
he questioned him, “And you, Ketowa, what 
will you do? Your white brother refuses to 
fight. Will you too fail to be a brave war- 
rior?” 

Billy did not know what Ketowa was 
thinking. They had grown up together as 
brothers. They loved each other. But Ketowa 
was a real Indian. Surely he would turn 
against him now and follow his tribe. Billy 
listened for the momentous reply. 

“O chief, please understand. I cannot fight 
against my brother's people.” Rubbing the 
scar on his left hand, he stammered on. “He 
is my—my blood brother!” 

Ketowa tried to say more, but a storm of 
angry words from the lips of the braves 
drowned out his voice. The chief raised his 
hand for silence. 

A hush came over the group as the chief 
spoke angrily, “Billy is not fit to be in our 
tribe. Take this miserable white boy and 
shut him up in the prison hole until we 
return from battle. He is not worthy to 
live—he shall die!” 

Then turning to Ketowa, the chief thun- 
dered, “Ketowa, you are most unworthy. You 
are an Indian. You shall stand here for 
your sentence. Death is too honorable for 
you! You refuse to fight for your own peo- 
ple. You are a coward! You are not fit to 
be called a man—and a man you shall never 


be!” 
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Billy and Ketowa grasped each other's 
hands tightly as the chief continued his pro- 
nouncement, “You will not fight! A coward! 
From henceforth you will then be a squaw. 
You shall do a squaw’s work. You shall wear 
a squaw’s clothes! You shall be an outcast 
from your tribe! And no other tribe will 
have the likes of you. Bring me a squaw’s 
dress!” 

In a moment's time several braves were 
back with a squaw’s dress. Ketowa was seized 
and his own clothes ripped off. Before the 
mocking of the many warriors, Ketowa wal 
dressed in the clothes of an Indian squaw. 
Poor Ketowa! What more terrible punish- 
ment could be brought to a boy of eight- 
een, just entering manhood, desiring above 
all else to be accepted of his tribe and be 
accounted worthy. He could not marry, he 
would have no home, and he must now flee 
in humiliation from his own home and his 
own people. 

Billy watched sorrowfully as Ketowa dis- 
appeared in the distance. His own heart 
ached for his “blood brother.” But soon 
he was seized by a group of strong warriors 
and cast into the prison pit to await death. 

As he waited in the darkness of the hole, 
he recounted his short life of eighteen years 
and wondered whether it would have been 
better if he had died on the desert sands of 
Death Valley with his father. At least he 
would not have brought sorrow to the home 
of Natowah, and he would not now be 
awaiting the tribe’s return to mete out the 
final punishment. 

Continued Next Week: “Strange Discov- 
ery!” 





A Coiled Kiss 
From page 9 


boring children gathered around, for it isn’t 
always possible to find somebody crazy 
enough to be carrying a snake in his hands. 
The two boys were enjoying this to the@® 
utmost. 

“We're famous,” Stan came in and whis- 
pered to Mother as he left William outside to 
perform. 

And perform, William did. It was only a 
short minute after Stan went back outside 
that one of the group came running to me, 
yelling, terror stricken. 

“The snake bit William,” she screamed al- 
most in a panic. 








“Where?” I asked. 

“Right here on the lip,” she answered, 
pointing to her own upper lip. 

“On the lip?” I queried. “That's a strange 
place for the snake to bite. How did that 
happen?” 

“William started to kiss it, and it bit 
him,” she answered, eyes wide as saucers. 

Mother and I, knowing full well that the 
snake was perfectly harmless, started to laugh 
at the ridiculousness of the situation. But 

randma wasn’t so sure. She felt that some- 
thing had to be done. 

“Oh, it’s all right,” I reassured her. “It’s a 
silly stunt, but a little merthiolate will take 
care of it. It's no worse than any other 
type of open wound. It isn’t dangerous un- 
less infection sets in.” 

“Nevertheless, I think you should make 
him put that horrible thing down right 
away, she almost demanded of me. 

“O.K., Mom,” I answered. “I'll go right 
now and have him put it in your garden.” 


“No, you won't,” she retaliated abruptly. 
“You're not going to put any old snake 
in my garden.” 

“Well, then, I guess we'll just have to let 
him carry it home,” I laughed. 

“Oh! You ’ was all she replied as she 
went in to get the merthiolate. 

Our next-door neighbor enjoyed the things 
of nature almost as much as we did, and 
took an active interest in all that our children 
were doing. 

“But,” worried Mother, “I wonder how 
he'll like us bringing snakes home and put- 
ting them next door to him?” 

Several days later we heard the call, “Stan, 
William.” It was our neighbor. When we 
went to see what he wanted, he was holding 
up the reptile we had brought home not long 
before. 

“I found this gopher snake in my back 
yard,” he stated, “and thought you might 
like him for a pet. They’re wonderful to 
keep in a garden.” 














SOME JOLT! Seventy years ago a volcano in 
the East Indies really blew up. Two thirds of 
the island it stood on simply disappeared. 
The noise was heard three thousand miles 
away. Such great tidal waves were set up along 
the sea coasts that 36,000 people were drowned. 


TWO TV’S IN ONE. The DuMont company 
has developed a fine way to put an end to 
squabbles as to which television program the 
family is going to look at. It has designed 
a TV set that shows any two pictures at once! 
Of course, no one wants to look at two TV 
programs at the same time, but by wearing 
polaroid glasses, he can select which one of 
the two he wishes to see. The sound is heard 
through individual ear pieces. 


WOODEN SHIPS FOR THE U.S.N. The 
United States Navy is still building wooden 
ships, specifically for the purpose of mine 
sweeping. Mines are explosive devices planted 
in the ocean by the enemy. Many of them do 
not need to be touched by a ship in order 
to explode, but are activated by the presence 
of magnetic metals (such as a steel ship) 
floating in the water nearby. Hence it is nec- 
essary that ships made to collect and deactivate 
these enemy mines, be made of wood. 


CAT’S EYES. Did you ever wonder why a cat’s 
eyes shine at night? Did you ever wonder 
why cats can see so well at night? The answer 
to both questions is the same. In the back of 
a cat’s eyes are the same light-sensitive nerve 
cells that we have in our eyes, but the cat goes 
one better. Behind his retina nerve cells he 
has a built-in mirror. After the light passes 
through the nerve cells once, it is reflected, 
and passes through them again. This explains 
why a cat should be able to see twice as well 
at night as we can. It also explains why a 
cat’s eyes shine. 


COVER PICTURE—U.S. Navy Photo. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


1V—Clothed With Christ's Righteousness 


(JULY 24) 


Lesson Text: Matthew 22:1-14. 


Me Verse: “He that overcometh, the same 
shall be clothed in white raiment; and I will not 
blot out his name out of the book of life” (Rev. 
elation 3:5). 

Guiding Thought 

“The man who came to the feast without a 
wedding garment represents the condition of 
many in our world to-day. They profess to be 
Christians, and lay claim to the blessings and 
privileges of the gospel; yet they feel no need 
of a transformation of character. They have never 
felt true repentance for sin. They do not realize 
their need of Christ or exercise faith in Him. They 
have not overcome their hereditary or cultivated 
tendencies to wrong-doing. Yet they think they 
are good enough in themselves, and they rest 
upon their own merits instead of trusting in 
Christ. Hearers of the word, they come to the 
banquet, but they have not put on the robe of 
Christ’s righteousness."—Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p: 315 


ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson text and the guiding thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 


The Story of the Royal Wedding Feast 

1. When the preparations for the royal wed- 
ding feast were complete, how did the king sum- 
mon his guests and how did they regard his 
gracious invitation? (Matt. 22:2, 3.) 

2. What was the response when the king again 
sent out his messengers to bring the guests to the 
wedding? (Verses 4-6.) 

3. How were the seats at the feast finally filled 
with guests? (Verses 8-10.) 

NoTE.—How ungrateful and impolite these 
guests seem to us as we read this story. Yet we 
are just as ungrateful and impolite when we 
refuse Christ’s invitation to prepare for the great 
wedding feast that is to be held in heaven. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 


The Foolish Guest 


4. Who was conspicuous among the guests that 
came to the wedding feast? 
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NOTE.—'For every guest at the feast there 
had been provided a wedding garment. This gar- 
ment was a gift from the king. By wearing it 
the guests showed their respect for the giver of 
the feast. But one man was clothed in his com- 
mon citizen-dress. He had refused to make the 
preparation required by the king. The garment 
provided for him at great cost he disdained to 
wear. Thus he insulted his lord.” —Christ’s Object 
Lessons, p. 309. 

5. Because of his serious breach of etiquette in 
not wearing the special garment provided, what 
was the guest’s fate? (Verses 12-14.) 

NOTE.—'"By the wedding garment in the para- 
ble is represented the pure, spotless character 
which Christ’s true followers will possess. To the 
church it is given ‘that she should be arrayed in 
fine linen, clean and white, ‘not having spot, or 
wrinkle, or any such thing.’ The fine linen, says 
the Scripture, ‘is the righteousness of saints.’ It 
is the righteousness of Christ, His own unblem- 
ished character, that through faith is imparted to 
all who receive Him as their personal Saviour.” 
—Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 310. 


ASSIGNMENT 4 
The Garment Lost 


6. When God placed Adam and Eve in the 
Garden of Eden, He provided them with the 
garment of innocence. What happened to this 
garment when they sinned? (Gen. 3:7, first half.) 

7. What did Adam and Eve substitute for the 
garment of innocence that God had given them 
and that they had lost through sin? (Verse 7, 
latter half.) 


NOTE.—"“The white robe of innocence was 
worn by our first parents when they were placed 
by God in holy Eden. They lived in perfect 
conformity to the will of God. All the strength 
of their affections was given to their Heavenly 
Father. A beautiful soft light, the light of God, 
enshrouded the holy pair. This robe of light 
was a symbol of their spiritual garments of heav- 
enly innocence. Had they remained true to God, 
it would ever have continued to enshroud them. 
But when sin entered, they severed their con- 
nection with God, and the light that had en- 
circled them departed. Naked and ashamed, they 








tried to supply the place of the heavenly gar- 
ments by sewing together fig-leaves for a cover- 
ing.” —Christ’s Object Lessons, pp. 310, 311. 

8. What does Isaiah call the righteousness we 
put on ourselves without God’s help? (Isa. 64:6.) 


ASSIGNMENT 5 
The Garment Provided 


9. What name is given to Christ in Jeremiah 
23:6? 

10. Paul tells us of the two ways of seeking 
righteousness—the true and the counterfeit. How 
did Israel seek righteousness? (Rom. 9:31, 32.) 


NOTE.—There are two classes of people among 
those who are striving to do the right. One class 
of people tries to do the right things but doesn’t 
seek God’s help. The Pharisees were of this class. 
They were like the man in the parable who chose 
to wear his own garment instead of the garment 
Christ provided. They try to save themselves by 
their works. There are others who talk about faith 
and say that if they have faith they don’t need 
to keep the commandments. True faith, however, 
believes in Christ and obeys Him and trusts to 
His garment of righteousness. “Faith and works 
are two oars which we must use equally if we 
press our way up the stream against the current 
of unbelief. ‘Faith, if it hath not works, is dead, 
being alone.’ The Christian is a man of thought 
and practice. His faith fixes its roots firmly in 
Christ. By faith and good works he keeps his 
spirituality strong and healthy, and his spiritual 
strength increases as he strives to work the works 
of God.”—Mrs. E. G. WHITE in Review and 
Herald, June 11, 1901. 


ASSIGNMENT 6 
Ready for the Heavenly Marriage 


11. What high standard of righteousness does 
Christ set before us? (Matt. 5:48.) 





NOTE.—"There will be no future probation 
in which to prepare for eternity. It is in this life 
that we are to put on the robe of Christ’s right- 
eousness. This is our only opportunity to form 
characters for the home which Christ has made 
ready for those who obey His commandments.” — 
Christ's Object Lessons, p. 319. 

12. With what will those who overcome sin 
be clothed? (Rev. 3:5.) 


NoTeE.—Revelation 19:8 explains that the fine 
linen is the righteousness of the saints. 

“Only the covering which Christ Himself has 
provided, can make us meet to appear in God's 
presence. This covering, the robe of His own 
righteousness, Christ will put upon every repent- 
ing, believing soul.”—Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 
511. 

ASSIGNMENT 7 


In the parable of the marriage of the king’s son, 
connect the things and people in column 1 with 
the people and things they represent in column 2: 

Column 1 

The man who disdained the provided wedding 

garment 

Those in the highways and byways 

The first invited guests 

A certain king 

The servants 

The invitation 

The wedding garment 

The Son 


Column 2 


The gospel message 

The prophets 

Christ 

The Gentiles 

Christ’s righteousness 

God the Father 

The Jewish nation 

Those who refuse the gospel of right- 
eousness 


Our first parents, in the Garden of Eden, wore a robe of light, a symbol of their heavenly innocence. 
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THE MAUSOLEUM AT HALLICARNASSUS 


A loving wife built the sixth wonder of the ancient world in honor of her dead husband, 
King Mausoleum. She determined to make the best tomb money could buy. She ordered it to be 
built of the finest marble, with statues and paintings inside and out. A long stairway leading up 
to the door had a row of marble lions on both sides. From that time on, beautiful graves have been 
called mausoleums. 

But for all its beauty, King Mausoleum’s tomb crumbled to dust. Se all tombs will be destroyed 
and graves opened at the command of the Lord; and there will be no tombs in heaven. 

















